Then, still grasping it, he walked quickly down the
steps, his legs seeming almost to ripple beneath
the weight of his body, and stepped heavily into the
brougham, which swung upon its springs. The
horses moved, the carriage passed close to me, and
again I gazed at this mighty sovereign, while the
Eastern pilgrims salaamed to the ground. Mechan-
ically he saluted. His large face was still un-
naturally blank, and yet somehow it looked kind.
And I felt that this old man was weary and sad, that
his long years of imprisonment had robbed him of all
vitality, of all power to enjoy; that he was unable to
appreciate the pag-eant of life in which now, by the
irony of fate, he was called to play the central part.
All alone he sat in the bright-colored brougham, car-
rying a flaccid hand to his fez and gazing blankly
before him. The carriage passed out of the court-
yard, but it did not go up the hill to the palace,

"The sultan/' said a voice, "is going out into the
country to rest and to divert himself."

To rest, perhaps; but to divert himself!

After that day I often saw before me a large white
envelop, and the most expressive people in the world
were salaaming before it.
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